
BUSINESS WOMEN FIND EXCELLENT FIELD FOR ADVANCEMENT SELLING AUTOS

TEN-MINUTE NOVELS
TODAY.''Tom Brown'* School Day*," by Thorns* Hughe*. Con¬

densation by Prof. William Femwick Harri*.

TOMORROW."Dombey and Son*," by Charle* Dicken*.

HUGHES
Th.-mas Hughes was bn* October 20. 1822. at Uffington. Berks. In

1«4 hs father sent him to Rugby to be under the charge of Dr. Arnold;
the doctor and the futher had been fellow-students at Oriel College Ox¬
ford Both school and master were made world-known by the book.

"Tom Brown's School Days. Tom
Hughes must have been very much
the same sort of schoolboy as
the hero of the story, but in fact.
George, his brother, was the original
of Tom as Dean Stanley was the
original of Arthur.
Thomas Hughes followed In his

fathers footsteps at Oriel; he was
later called to the bar. and event¬
ually was appointed a county court
judge. \His life was one of true service
to humanity: Frederick Maurice was
the great influence that worked
upon him. and he was of the group.
along with Charles Klngsley, who
devoted themselves to the cause of
the Worklngmen's College. He sat
tn Parliament, always a devoted
friend of his friends, the working-
men; he tried his hand at an ideal¬
istic colony, called Rugby, in Ten¬
nessee; he was a frequent visitor to
America, and was a great friend
and admirer of James Russell l*o-
well. whose influence over him is
shown in the frequent quotations
in his books. His other volumes in¬
cluded a sequel to "Tom Brown's
School Day*." entitled Tom Brown at
Oxford." Religio Laid. and his
"Memoir of a Brother." But he will
always be remembered as the sane
and great-hearted author who has
understood something of the soul
of a schoolboy, and who has written
the greatest book in English of the
schoolboy's life.

Tom Brown's School Days
By THOMAS HUGHES

(Condensation by Prof. William Fcnwick Harris)
Just as Tom was swallowing his lighted on someone already who

last mouthful ir> o'clock in the morn- seamed to know him.
;ngi. winding his comforter round his "Ah. I thought so; you know my
throat, and tucking the ends into th* 0jj Aunt. Miss East; she lives some-
breast of his coat, the horn sounds, where down your way in Berkshire.
Boots looks in and says, "Tally-ho. she wrote to me that you wore corn-
sir.' and th*»v hear th«* ring and the jng today, and esked me to give
rattle of the four fast trotters and you a lift. You see." said his friend
the town-made drag, as it dashes up as they strolled up towards the

THOMAS HTGHFS.

to the Peacock
"Anything for us. Hoi

hurlv guard, dropping down from b*
hind, and slapping himself across tlv
chest.

school gates, "a great deal depends
says the on how a fellow cuts up at first.

If he's got nothing odd about him.
and answers straightforward and
holds his head up. he sets on. You

'Young genl'm'n. Rugby, answers I'm doing the handso*.ie thing byhostler.
Tell young gent to look alive."

you. because my father knows
yours: besides. I want to please

says rh*» g*:.-»rd. «>prnin~ the hind-» the rid lady. She gave m»» half-a
boot and shooting fh»- parcels in sov this half, and perhaps'll double
after examining them by the lamps. next if I keep in hT good bocks."'If-r. shove the portmanteau up a- Thus began a friendship which
.op.I'll fasten him presently. Now lasted through all their school days! and meant much to both of them,.^oo.l-by. father-ray love at home "I Frirndship and ,oymlty and jj00dthe hand. \ p goes jjpor|smanship are great features(ntc 'f>- Iq a in this hook, which shows an in-vith one hand, wh'le . . . ., , ,

.. , sight into the hrain and heart of ai ps tne horn *.

shake
Tom. the guard
.if 1 holdin ' on w
« th the «.th» r h
»>. wilb.

I
Toot,
the.r

f :h" host- h"y- whi,h is Just
iho four IiMv^ year of o.u L">rd 1H9 a

wise in the
it was in

.'I;. id awav goes the days of William IV. Tom and
th. Tallv-ho into the d.irknesf. forty-| were together in games, in
rive sec .els from the time they had mischief, in fights, in good deeds,

jir ! or in deviltry, as they were in in-
So Tom Brown started to begin his genious syndicating methods of

M hoofda*. at Rugby wh»»n William working out the mysteries of the
the i'ourth sat upon his throne. Squire {Greek and Latin languages. And
! rown hnd meditated something as years later, when the w ise "Doc-follows the night before. "Shall 1 Jell tor" Arnold of Rugby derided thathim to nr.nd his work and to make.^,-^ was headed toward destruc-himsejf a gocd scholar? Well, hut he tion. it was by means of friendship;sn t sent N> rhoo' for that-at any f.r a weaker boy who needed hisrate not. for that inairly I don t ca«*»--j protection that he rescued him.:t straw for t.re.k particles, or the W|| waj, lhc marvtfil 0f the docd ien mini. 110 more does his mother.} ,

Whrt is he sent to school for- Well. I f. .poW*r .!vor tho*S\ Ue
WiSv be.-a.is, he wanted so to go. couldn t enter into half that we
If he'll or.lv turn a brave, helpful. h°ard wo haJnt the knowledge of
1 ruth-telling Knshshman. and a gen- our own hearts or the knowledge
tJeman. him! :« Christian, that's all \ f,f one another; and little enough
want " 1'pon this view of the care h-» I of the faith, hope and love needed
framed his last word, to Torr. "And to that end. But we listened, as
row. Tom. my hoy. remember you ar? all boys in their better moods will
iomt- at your own earnest request, to listen (aye. and men. too. for the
be chucked into this great school, lik
ft young bear with ;i!| your *ro ibles
before you.earlier thr.n we should

matter of that) to a man whom
we felt to be. with all his heart and
soul and strength, striving againsthave sent von perhaps (Tom was whatever was mean and unmanly and"If schools are what they wer unrighteous in our little world. It wasin my time, you 11 see a great many nof tlie cojd cjear voice of one givingruel blackguard lhin*« done, and j and warnmg {rom sereneh"ar a deal of foul bad talk. B'jt bPLihts to those who were strUGKlingnever fear Vo.i tell the truth. keep »mnins below, but the warm llv-

a hrave and kind heart, and never lis-' )ni. vojce (1f one who waa fightingten to. or say anything you wouldn't for . aIKl b our 5,d. andhave your mother and slater hear., t<> . , him and ours,lv. .ldand >ou 11 never f.-el ashamed to come anoth,.r And SOi wearily andhom-. or we to see you. , . uw, wa> brought home to
. ,Km V ,"uas ; -f':1', a5s"!'the young boy. for the first time, theto the boy For though he belonged an, his lif(,: that it was noto what la called the upper middle- f la or .ugsard ,, para,JlSe .,.oclass, the opinion which the squire wh|ch he h3d wandered by chance.loved to propound above all others).
was the belief that a man Is to be
valued wholly and solely for that

but a battlefield ordained from of old.
where there are no spectators, but

I.;,' hi i, u hiZ ' youngest must take his side, andwhich he Is in himself, for that;th« 3take, are ,jfe an<] (JfaltL Alld
lie who roused this consciousness In
them showed them at the same time,
by every word he spoke, and by Ids

which stands up In the four flesh
wall# of him. apart from clothes.
rank, fortune, and all externals what¬
soever. He held further that It

... » ...didn't matter a straw whether h«« wbo,e da,!* ,lfe* how lhat ba,t,C
son associated with lords' sons, or was fought, and stood there
plowmen's sons, provided they were b«fore them thelr fellow-soldier and
brave and honest. So Tom had a the caffaln of the,r 5'iard. The true

rry and right democratic time sort of captain, too. for a boy's army,
with the boys of the village, and one who ^a<J no "llsglvlngs and gave
learned much that stood J im in good no uncertain word of command, and.
st^ad when he got to Rugby, among let who would yield or make a truce,
other things to value man or boy would fight the fight out (so every
wholly for what was in him. wheih- hoy felt) to the last -gasp and the last
*r it was Harry Wfnhnrn. the quick¬
est and beft boy in the parish, who
tanght him the turns and holds
wnlch later carried him throughhis great fight with the bully of
Rugby; or poor Jacob Doodle :alf
(as the boys nicknamed him), in
whose hands everything came to
pieces and in whose head nothing
would stick, or Job Rudkln whose
scandalized mother demanded, on
th* occasion of a visit from Madam
Brown. "Job. Job, where's thy cap?""What! beant'e on ma h~ad. moth¬
er?** replied Job. slowly extricatiDg
one hand fr< m a pocket and feelingfor the article In question: which
he found on his head ; nd left there,
to his mother's horror and Tom's
great delight.
Rugby was a new world for Tom.

He was a sturdy and combathre ur¬
chin. able to fend for himself on his
own heath; yet It was a grsat boonfor him tha. he fell into the hands

drop of blood."
And so Tom lived his life the first

green days to the last memorable
night, when he was "chaircd" round
the quadrancie by the eleven, shouting
in chorus, "For he's a jolly good fel¬
low," himself as great a boy as all
the r*st, despite the passage of the
years and his dignity of captain. It
is a story of humanness, with all its
good points and its fraUties, but es¬
pecially of loyalty and of friendship;
of games, so much like our own in
spirit, and yet so different in details;
of Kast and Arthur, of the brutalities
of the old fagging system, the school
bully and Tom's classic fight with
him. of the final war of independence
against what was mean and sordid.
"I want to leave behind me." said

Tom. speaking low. "the name of u
fellow who never bullied a little boy,
or turned his back on a big one.'
And then I would sooner have the

of a boy or his own age. but a bit' Do<:tor'!' P"*1 opinion of me as I
ahca J of him at Rugby. The flrkt! .t"1 ,han any ma" " ,n the
.ight he encountered on his arrival w

w"hc 'ook'ed' nuite Va if' I ft* H» th© Pr*t PuhlUhin* On.r? V W
they OWnedi 'The r-oAon Otm-cht in U.«Tuitedtne p ace. One of these young he- Kinwto. tha I*wupian«. it* O&iuciw and de-roes ran out from the rest and ar.

o©?ted Tom. ~1 say. you fellow, is
your name Erown?"

"Yes." said Tom. in conaidarable
astonishment, glad, however, to have

pr.dmaw. nxidar the copyright act. by the
IV* T*uUiafc Jur On. Ma*. U. 3.
All riihUi ii waned.
(Publiahai hr «c»dal unrcttamt. with the

^InC*hir« Ne*r*papnr ftyndicateL All righta r©-
MsrretL
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TAMING MY HUSBAND
BY KATHLEEN FOX.

(ObwTight, 1919. by Tba McClure Newspaper
jyndJCAte.)

As time went on we became more

confident of the success attending our

efforts at reconstructing our life.
This was frequently proved. to our

happy satisfaction by the indulgence
of pleasantries at the expense of the
life that had been.
We had many a laugh in this way.

Crittenden an4 I. who had learned
to laugh at the difficulties which
we now told ourselves had been erad-
icated, or rather, left behind.
On one occasion he recalled the time

he stopped the car on the way home
from the Boyds' and spoke regretful¬
ly of the way he had mistreated me.

I laughed gaily, making the efTort
to treat it as a jest. I really was

sorry he had spoken of it.
But he had ffbne it, I believe, be-

cause of his sense of honor and jus-
tice. It wrsi like him. in his present
mood, not V> spare himself
"You remember what it was about,

of course." he went on. "You had
told me I was not fit to be a father
And you were right, my girl. I wasn't,
only I didn't have sense enough
then to know it."
"But, I'm hoping I may be fit." he

said, feelingly. "Do you think I may
be sometime, Bess?" he asked.
"Yes." I said, but it was just a

whisper although it had in it all the
elements of which a woman's fondest
hopes may be constituted.
He bent and kissed me

(Continued tomorrow.)

THE BUSINESS GIRL
AS A WIFE.

Py DOROTHY RIX.
The World's Richest Paid Wo>

man Writer. .

(CVprrijht. 1919, The Wheeler Syndicate.)
^ »J

A man asks me what effect going
out into the world to earn her own

living has on the character of a girl,
and if being a business woman does
not unfit her for married life.

I think that there is no other such

developer of the best that is In any
girl as the experience she »ets in

learning how to make her own way
in the world by her unaided efforts,
and that there is no school for tyives
equal to that of a business office or
store.
The girl who has been a business

woman is a saving wife because she
has seen that the possession of money
spells opportunity. She doesn't want
her husband to be one of the men
who cannot take advantage of a good
chance when it comes his way. be¬
cause he lacks the price of a ticket
to success.
The business girl makes a good wife

because she has been taught to be
prompt and accurate, and to turn out
a workmanlike job. She will have
her meals on time, and keep track
of her bills, and seo that the butcher
gives her fair weights, and run her
household on a budget instead of In
a haphazard hit-or-miss style.
The business woman makes a wife

who is easy to get along with because
the f.r^t Hung that any girl learns
who starts out to make her living.
is that her job depends upon her
putting thf soft pedal on her own
feelings, arid learning to control her
temper, and her tongue, and turn oft
the water works.
Any girl who has acquired the art

of getting along in peace and har-
monv with harried and harassed
bosses, and subbosses, has taken a

post graduate course in the science ot
managing a husband, and her price
is above rubies as a wife.
The woman who has been there has

no illusions about an office being a

joyous picnic ground. She knows tnat
when a man .zoos down to work he
goes (o mortal combat. She under¬
stands when all he wants to do af
night is just to crawl into a hole
and be left alone

It Is not the wives who have been
business women who meet a worm

man at the door with a recital of
everything that has gone wrong in
the home during the day. The women
who commit these crimes against their
husbands are the women who have
passed their lives making angel food
in the kitchen instead of breed and
butter in the commercial world.
The business girl wins out on every

count as a wife. So go to it. Son.
Marry one if she will have you, and
be happy ever after.
(Copyright. 1919. By The Wheeler

Syndicate. Inc.)

STRAWBERRY ROLL.
Wash and drain 1 cupful of fine,

'firm strawberries. Soak 1 teaspoon-
ful of powdered gelatin in 1 table-
spoonful of cold water for 5 min¬
utes. then dissolve in \£ cupful hot
'strawberry juice and water. Add
'enough water to mak^ 1 cupful.
Mash the berries with \% table-
spoonfuls of powdered sugar, beat
the whites of 2 eggs very stiff and
add to the mashed berries and gola-
tin. Set aside to cool. Make a cake
'of 2 whole eggs and the yolks of 2
others added to a mixture of 1 cup-
ful of flour. 114 tea.ioonfuls baking
powder, a pinch of salt, and 1 cup¬
ful of granulated sugar. Add
[teaspoonful vanilla. Bake the cake
batter in a long, shallow pan lined
\vJth wax paper. When done turn

on paper powdered with pow¬
dered sugar. Beat the fruit filling
with a fork, and then spread evenly
on the cake, roll up quickly, wrap
the roll in cloth or paper to hold it
firm. When cold slice and serve
with whipped cream.

The next time
you buy calomel
ask for

The perfected calomel
compound tablets that
are safe and free from
the customary nauseatingand sickening effects.Medicinal virtues retain¬
ed and improved by ad¬
juvants and correctives.

In Sealed Packages20 doses for 35 cents

A HUNCH FOR WOMEN WORKERS;
"FORGET SEX AND SELL AUTOS!"
Half the notomohllrn |n the

country are driven at one time
or another by women.
Why don't women aell automo-

bllcsf
Here la one of the hugre«t la-

dun trie* In the United Statcv.a
virgin fleld for the Woman
Worker.and women hare hard¬
ly begma to enter It. A few have
tried It, and failed.
. There la but one woman In the
entire United Statea who has
"made Rood" at auto salesman¬
ship to the extent of hnvtnff
risen to the presidency of a large
city ajrrncy.
She la Mr», Patricia K. Web¬

ster, of Oakland. Cal. Her
analysis of the tremendous op¬
portunity offered to women by
the auto Industry, and the way
to win success therein, I* well
worth study by women who want
to "make good."

"Automobile salesmanship offers
the greatest opportunity of the
present day to girls and women who
possess one quality.
"Commonsense!"
So declares the one woman In

America who has risen to a posi¬
tion of first Importance on "Auto¬
mobile Row".Mrs. Patricia K. Web¬
ster. head of the Roamer agency of
Oakland.

Mrs. Webster runs her own com¬

pany. She employs sixteen men.

MRS. PATRICK K. WEBSTER.

She would employ several women
in addition, if the proper candidates
applied.
"Any woman with commonseme,"

declares Mrs. Webster, "can do as

well sls I am doirg. In two years*
time, a competent y^ing woman
fhould be earring from ft.^00 to
$6,000 a year, ana living & p>a*nnt
life with plenty of tim*> for reading,
bridge or social relaxation.

"It is an ideal £eld for women.
It is interesting, ii sharpens the In¬
tellect. and it piys.
"But the same thing remains true

here, as in other bus ness fluids.if
a woman is not better than e man.
she should get out. Th« accident of
sex has nothing to do w«*'i true
success. The woman v. bo depends
on her looks falls."

Mrs. Webster'*, own success came
after years of bat; ling against
prejudice.
She makes the following sugges¬

tions to womer, who would like to
avoid the m'stak*-s which !ca>i to
failure in the automobile world:

"First, study human nature, scien¬
tific salesmanship, business stand¬
ards and ethics. Put yourself on

the same plane as men at their best.
Do nothing that a liigh-cln.3s man
would not do.

"Selling suqoesF becomes a mntter
of reading character _nd genuinely
satisfying a l>»iyer'.- *Aai.ts.

"This is a splendid field, and I
urge women to enter it."

DATED DIARY.
Have you tr1e<* a dated diary for a

weokly ,p'an boc'- in which lo set down
the regular and ispecutl duiie: of the
week ?

BROKKN CLASS.
Melted alum is &ald t.» mend broken

elai-s. The crack : noulci not t r no'icc-
sbls.

CHILDREN'S
SUNRISE STORIES

UNCLE WIGGILY AND |
LULU'S CURLS.

I?> HOWARD R. GARIS
(Coi»yr.4^t, 1*1*. T.-e ilcO'.ure -New.paper i

Sj-.ilicaU.)
Vfcs= .- ¦jy
Once upon a time, as Uncle WIk-

gilv Lor.tea/s. the bunny gentle-
mtn, vai hopr-ing past the bouse
where "usle Littletail, the rabbit
girl. li\ d he saw Mr*. Littletail.
She Raid. "I am looking for Susi*.

It t e for her to practice her
gnawing l< p. >n."
iA.'i I'ncle Wiggily found Susie
playing w'th Lulu and Jennie, the
due;, and chipmunk girls. "Come
homo. Susie, and practice your
gnawing 1- -s:>n." he called.
"And we'll come with her." laugh¬

ed Lulu a id Jennie, a.4* they went
along with Susie and Uncle Wig-
gilv Tiie rabbit gentleman, once
lie ha«l four.ri Susie, did not pay
mu^h attention to the animal girls
and di<! u see how queerly Lulu,
Susie and .icnnu. were dressed, espe¬
cially ar lund their heads.

A»1 t. 4. -udden. just as they were
passing a l rock. out from behind
it jui. p< d the bad Pipsiscwah.

"O. ho! C>. ha!" howled the Pip-
sisewah "Or** more I have caught
you, lli.elc V/iggily! And you have
com par.y. too!
"I'M taJ:e everybody's souse!'* and

'then he suddenly gave a loud whtstl-
aJid raid: "O what lovely curls."
"Curls?" cried Uncle Wiggily. "Who

ha* curia? I hare a pink, twinkling
none, but no curls!"
"No. hut Lulu ha; "* said th« Pip-

siwwth.
He reached out his paw. caurVt

Lulu, the duck Ctrl. by her lor.fr. yel¬
low curls, when suddenly a furuiy
thinsr happened.
livery one of Lulu's lovely cur's

came loos? from her head and stayed
in the paw of the Pipniftovah
"Why.Why! What'* thin?" crtep the

Pip. "I wanteo souse. not curia!"
"Well, you can have my curia, but

not souae." quacked Lulu.
"And mine"* said Susie and Jennie

And they pulled their curia from th-vr
head* and threw them at the P»p.
"Run, I'ncle Wigtfly!" cried Kuai'1

"while the Piptosewah is ail tanjrled
up in our curia."
So Uncle Wiprily and Lulu. Jenn e

and Susie jrot safely home.
"But what made your curls com*

loose tha* wav?" asked Uncle Wifsplv
looking over the topa of Ins flaaw
surprised like.
"O. they weren't real curl*." quack¬

ed Lulu. "They were ju*t carpenter's
wooden shaving curl* that Oran lj \
Whackum (cave us. We stuck them
on our heads, under our hats, to loo;c
like reaJ curls "

"Well, they fooled the Pipsise*rr»h
all ripht." w#iid the bunny, "and I'm
glad they did!" And if the Jumpin*
Jack doean't fall out of b*d when ¥\~.
tries to skip rope with the roll**-
skatrs. I'll tell you next about Uncle
Wijrpily and the prasshopper.

CLOSET SPACE.
Try this s>..:?m in your new homer

plenty of closet an.I sheif room in a'l
parts, with exch such storage space
adjusted to its contents, such a? linen,
tilshea. food. etc.

A Constitutional Question
and

A Personal Question as Well
Are You Willing to Delegate
to Foreigners the Power to
Send Your Boys to War?

HPHE CONSTITUTION of the United States provides that in the Con-
gress (the Senate and the House o 1 Representatives) shall reside the

power to declare War.

The Proposed League of Nations provides that the representatives of
the signatory powers shall have the power to make War, and that such
decision shall be binding upon the members of the League.

The treaty-making power resides in the President and Senate.so the
House of Representatives has nothing to s^.y about ratification of the Pro¬
posed League of Nations.has not even the doubtful pleasure of attempting
to delegate its Constitutional functions to foreigners.

If the League goes through, England will control six votes as against
the one vote of the United States.

In view of theway in which the English v>overnrnt nt is treating the men and
women of Ireland, areyou willing to let that Government call your koys towar?

True, the case of Ireland is only an instance.
But then Ireland is fighting now for just what
the Thirteen Colonies fought in 1776.

Even if Ireland does not interest you.surely your own boys do.
Drop a line to your Senator. Help send the League of Nations back to Paris.
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